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While our chasseurs were in hot pursuit, an old colonel
on the other side, who had been unhorsed, came near to me
for safety, since, even in the heat of the fight, no one dared
to Hfcriko him while he was under my protection. On foot,
and over a soil washed to mud, he followed the rapid move-
ments of my horse for a quarter of an hour, with one hand
on my laioo, saying: ' You are my guardian angel.' I was
vitally sorry for the old man, for he was dropping from fatigue
and yet would not leave me, till presently, seeing one of my men
leading a captured horse, I made him lend it to the Prussian
colonel) whom I sent to the rear with a sergeant. You will
Bee that he lost no time in showing his gratitude.

Meanwhile, the plateau of Jauer and the banks of the
Katzsbach had suddenly become the scene of a bloody battle,
for Prussian troops were emerging from every coppice and
the plain was soon covered with them.    I could not check
my regiment, and we presently found ourselves in front of a
brigade of the enemy's infantry, who., owing to the. effects of
tlw rain on their muskets, were unable to fire a shot at us.
I tried to break the square, but our horses could only advance
uti a walk, and every one knows that without a dash  it is
impoHNiblo for cavalry to break a well-commanded and well-
el owed-up battalion which boldly presents a hedge of bayonets.
In vain did we approach, so close to the enemy that we could
talk to them and strike their muskets with our sword-blades;
wo could not break their lines, as we could easily have clone
if General Sfibastiani had not sent the artillery to another
point.    The position on both sides was truly ridiculous ; we
looked each other in the eyes, unable to do any damage, our
B words being too short to reach the enemy, and their muskets
refusing to go off,    Things went on like this for some time till
General Maurin sent the 6th Lancers to our aid.    Their long
weapons, outreaching the enemy's bayonets, soon slew many
of the Prussians, enabling the chasseurs to penetrate into the
Bquare, where they did terrible execution.    In this fight the
sonorous voice of Colonel Perquit could be heard, shouting,
in, a rich Alsatian accent, cBointez, landers, "bointw*

In this part of the field, then, the fight was going in oure Prince Schwarzenberg had given orders to his
